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Off the Coast 


White surf lapped at a golden beach. In the background, mountains adorned with greenery rolled away into the 
distance. Breathing in the crystal clear air, Kirk couldn't think of a better place to be. 


With a surfboard trapped under one arm, he made his way out into the ocean, savouring the feeling of the 
water lapping first around his ankles and then around his hips. He found comfort in being in the water, a kinship 
with the motion and sensation of the water. Hawaii was his spiritual home, the place he came to when he 
needed to clear his head and reconnect with the world. Being a musician was all well and good. It afforded him a 
fantastic life. But all too often, the fame could go to ones head and there needed to be a way to come back 
down. If he didn't do it then something else would bring him back to earth with a bump. 


The waves lifted and carried him back to shore. The adrenaline rush was something to behold and the breeze 
whipped around him, lifting his spirits and healing his aching soul. 


Landing back on the beach, Kirk took a moment to take in the wonder of the island around him. Mountains 
soared around him, the slopes green with trees. Palm trees danced in the light wind. And, on the horizon, was 
the beginnings of a storm. Black clouds rolled and surged and Kirk could already feel the excitement of the 


airborne electricity. 


He was just heading back out into the ocean when something caught his eye. A movement over by a crop of 
rocks that didn't look entirely like the swell and break of the sea Kirk found himself both curious and a little 
scared. The sea was the keeper of many secrets with new finds surfacing every couple of years. Sometimes 


those finds happened to wash up on the very beach he was standing on 


Finally his curiosity got the better of him. Tossing the board back into the ocean, Kirk climbed aboard and 
began to paddle his way out to the rocks. 


As the rocks grew closer so did the storm. The waves rolled beneath him and the wind whipped at his salt- 
water soaked hair. But he was determined to reach the vision that he'd seen, drawn in by his stubbornness 


and a strange sense of magic. 


The ocean was magic of its own kind, a force that was controlled by their nearest celestial neighbour. As the 
ocean gave, so it also took, often claiming lives and bodies in a never-ending need to be sated. Stories about 
those large bodies of water abounded and Kirk was all too aware of what could lie in the depths that man had 
yet to explore. 


As he neared the rocks so he noticed what looked like another person sat atop them. Spirals of red hair 
swirled around their face and a naked, muscular torso rippled with droplets of water and sun-bronzed skin. 
They rested on their arms for where should have been legs was, instead, a silver-grey tail. Wound around the 


rocks, the large caudal fin lazily flicked at the angry water. 
Sharp hazel eyes watched him glide in and a smirk twisted the man-shark's face. "You came." 


Stunned, Kirk floated several feet from the creature and tried to comprehend what he was seeing. It - he - 


looked like something from the horror films and pulp novels that he'd spent so much of his life absorbed in. 


The tail once more flicked at the water, spraying him with droplets and trying to break his trance. Kirk just 


stared with a mixture of bewilderment and terror. 


| knew you would" The creature spoke with a Californian accent, something which Kirk found odd against an 
otherwise bizarre backdrop. "I've been watching you for years now. You always come here when you need to 


escape. What are you running from now? Work? Relationship problems?" 


Kirk felt a pang of pain stab at his heart and the creature's smirk widened to show off two rows of razor 
sharp serrated teeth. "Ah, trouble in paradise. Who broke your heart? What's his name?" 


He went to protest only for the mouthy creature to continue, "Oh, | know who you're with. Surly blonde guy 
who spends his time sulking on the beach while you surf. This is the first time that | haven't seen you both 
together in - oh - four years. Who'd he run off with?" 


"He didn't," Kirk finally managed to croak. "He's in rehab. He's sick" 


The hybrid-being stared at him for a moment before shaking his head. The red hair swelled around his face 
like the ever-growing waves. "Rehab. That's not a word that | understand." 


Kirk frowned. He could feel his body tightening as he tried to find the energy to turn around and make his way 


back to shore. "How do you mean, you don't understand?" 


The creature stared at him before sighing. "| mean exactly what | mean. | don't know the meaning of it. Its a 
word I've not heard before." The broad shoulders fell and the being eased itself forward until it was lying on 


the rocks, its body resting on thick, muscular arms. 


So many questions rolled around Kirk's mind. Glancing over his shoulder, he took in the rapidly approaching 
storm. The air was already cool against his damp skin and he was itching to leave before the sea became too 


dangerous. He had no desire to be Neptune's next sacrifice. 


"Rehab is short for rehabilitation," he gently explained. "It's where people go to when they need help with an 
issue. That issue may be an addiction or an issue with the physical body." 


The being nodded, its hair spilling onto the rocks. It was quiet for a moment before it took a deep draw of the 
salty air. "| suppose you want to know why | was watching you?" 


"I'd be lying if | said no" The waves drew up beneath him and Kirk found it was hard to keep his balance. "But 
maybe that's a discussion for another day. I'd like to get back to shore before that storm hits." 


The creature nodded and glanced out to the angry black clouds. "Understandable. I'll be here, tomorrow, waiting 


for you." 


Rain lashed at the windows of the beach-side house. Sitting on the window ledge, Kirk watched as heaven and 
ocean raged against one another. His mind was a million miles away, back out at sea and staring at the 
creature that he'd met. It wasn't quite the Creature from the Black Lagoon but it was close. A strange 
human-shark hybrid that had apparently been watching him for many years. He wondered where it had come 
from and what it was doing lolling around the Hawaiian islands. For a while, his mind was taken away from 
James and the situation that he was in. Kirk was grateful for the relief from that moment but he wasn't so 


sure that he wanted to be dealing with the creature that he now found in his life. 


Going back out to meet the creature seemed like a bad idea. But Kirk wanted to know more about it. Where 
had it come from? Why did it live here? And why, when it spoke so well, was its vocabulary not complete? 


The heavy day faded to night and Kirk found himself falling into a deep and dream-filled sleep. He dreamed of 
the ocean and a city-like scape beneath the waves. He saw others like the creature, more human-shark 


hybrids. They lived together in what they believed to be a replica of life on dry land. Yet Kirk could tell that it 


was deprived from images rather any fact-based knowledge. The buildings looked strange, possibly adapted to 
the pressures of the sea, or possibly pulled from movies and TV shows. The hybrids never stopped moving, 


the DNA in their systems forcing them to act like the creatures they were supposed to be. 


When the sun rose the following morning, Kirk had made his decision Once he'd eaten a light breakfast, he 


grabbed his board and headed back out to the beach. 


The sun was slowly creeping into the sky and Kirk found himself enveloped in the peacefulness of the pre- 
tourist morning. There would be no one else around for a few hours, giving him chance to get back out to the 


outcrop and to speak to the mysterious creature. 


Just like the peace and quiet, the water wrapped around him, comforting and holding him tight. He paddled back 
out towards the rocks, his heart beating as he saw something pull themselves up onto the jagged surface. 


Once he was close enough, the creature called out, "Morning. Didn't think you'd come.” 
"Why not?" 
The hybrid shrugged. “Because of what | am. You want to know my story, right?" 


Steering the board close to the outcrop, Kirk nodded. Once again, he was dumbfounded at what he saw. A 
perfect melding of human and shark. He was a little closer than the previous day and could make out what 
looked like gills nestled just below the creature's ribcage. They were cleverly hidden whenever the being moved 
its arms while the skin appeared to lie flat at other times. 


"What's your name?" he asked. 


"Dave." The creature swept heavy hair out of its face and its harsh eyes were once more on Kirk. "I was 
experiment number four. They called us by letters rather than numbers. So D. Dave." He shrugged and looked 


up at the sky for a brief moment. "We were created by a deep-black budget branch of the military.’ 
Kirk interjected, "But why?" 


The fear that he'd felt the previous night had faded away. Now all that lay in his heart was curiosity and a 


sadness so deep he feared that it would pull him under. 


Dave shrugged. "Beats me. Your guess is as good as mine. From the little | do know, those guys like fucking 
with stuff like us. Creating weird shit." Dave's voice drifted off, as did his attention. “All | want to do is try a 
cheeseburger. Saw an ad for one on the TV. That's it. That's all | want in life." 


Kirk nodded sadly. Unfortunately the tale that Dave was telling was one that he'd heard all too often, albeit 


through books and movies. "So why are you here?" 


Again, Dave shrugged and his attention began to move back to Kirk "Ethical reasons. The experiment ended and 
they couldn't just kill us. We're sentient beings so they released us into the ocean. Didn't give us any fuckin’ 


guidance. Just loaded us into pods on a truck and dumped us out here." 


"There are more?" 


Dave nodded and, for the first time, Kirk noticed that the anger that had been present in the hybrid's face 
appeared to have melted away. Instead, he looked sad and dejected, which he had every right to be. It also 
explained the anger and arrogance. He'd been created for some unknown purpose and then dumped like trash 


once his usefulness was over. 
"There's about twenty-five of us in all” 
"And they dumped you here?" Kirk looked around himself and took in the beauty and tranquillity of the island. 


"Fuck, no." Dave's voice was quieter than before and the sadness seemed a little more pronounced. "They 


dumped us about a hundred miles away. Didn't want to be seen by anyone else." 


"And this is all you know?" Kirk had been on the verge of saying that he'd fill his pool with saltwater so that 
Dave could have other company before realising that would mean that Dave would be little more than one of 
the poor creatures that lived in a zoo. And he was far from a captive animal only meant for human 


entertainment. 


Dave's attention settled on him and Kirk could see tears glistening in his eyes. Gripping the edge of the board, 


he leaned closer and took a deep breath. "I have an idea if you're willing to listen?" 


The work took several months to complete but, once it was finished, Kirk was insanely happy. A tunnelled ramp 
had been bored through the cliff-face and up to his house. It opened straight into a salt-water pool with views 


of the sea Dave, once he arrived, would be able come and go as he pleased. 


Kirk had flown back out to Hawaii and given Dave directions. The hybrid had looked at him curiously before Kirk 
had realised that directions would hold no meaning for Dave. Instead, they'd worked on a plan which involved 
placing magnets at the base of the tunnel. Once Dave discovered it, the magnets would be removed and Dave 
could enjoy his new home along the Californian coast. In the meantime, all Dave had to do was point himself 


east until he once more reached land. 


Sitting at the edge of the salt-water pool, Kirk waited He'd come out and waited every day for the past month. 
With still no sign of Dave, he was starting to lose hope. He wondered if Dave had lost his way. Or if he just no 
longer wanted the company. Kirk had felt for the hybrid. Created and then discarded with no teaching of the 
world that he was entering. Dave had been all alone and had watched Kirk until he felt that he could be 
trusted. 


Like everyone else on the planet, Dave had wanted company and companionship. He'd wanted people to talk to, 
and learn from, and visit. He wanted to be as normal as possible. Dave had learned everything from watching 
TV while in the experimental compound. Those who'd created the hybrid's had tried to keep them stimulated 
but a diet of daytime TV and old movies wasn't enough for the red-haired one. He'd wanted more. Craved 


more. Needed more. And he'd decided that Kirk would be a good person to learn from. 

"He not here yet?" 

Sighing, Kirk shook his head and looked over his shoulder. James was standing behind him with his hands shoved 
in jeans that were a little too big. He'd returned from rehab while the tunnel was being built. Kirk had somehow 


managed to explain himself to someone who was sure that they'd probably come home to an alien planet. 


But, as always, James had been accepting of whatever Kirk had been up to while he'd been away. As long as 


his love was still at home, James cared little for what may eventually turn up in their garden 


Kirk was about to give up when he heard a noise echoing from the tunnel. With his heart beating faster, he 
got to his feet and walked around the pool. He knelt down and peered in. 


"Dave?" 

There was a pause before a voice replied, "Yeah?" 

"You're here?" 

‘| will be," the hybrid replied "Just give me a couple more minutes." 

He could heard the sound of flesh slithering over stone as Dave used the handholds to pull himself along. 
Several long and painful minutes passed before the creature fell from the tunnel mouth and into the pool. 
Grinning, Kirk sat down, his feet dangling in the sun-warmed water as he watched Dave catch himself. 

The hybrid swam several lengths before coasting over to Kirk and pulling his torso onto the edge of the pool. 
He looked tired, his eyes ringed with bruised bags, and Kirk felt a twinge of regret for making him swim so far. 
The other option - to have him airlifted from Hawaii to California - had just seemed too dangerous. The last 
thing he'd wanted would have been for Dave to be exposed to prying eyes and questions. 


James joined them as Dave rested. As he sat beside them, Kirk watched Dave's eyes widen 


"You know who he is," Kirk said with a soft smile. "He's not going to give you away, either. We're happy that 


you're here.” 


Dave took a couple of deep breaths and rested his head on the warm stone. Reaching out, Kirk stroked the 


other man's wet curls. 


"Hungry?" he eventually asked. 


Dave nodded, his eyes drifting open and closed. For the first time in possibly his whole life, he was still. Still and 
relaxed and able to enjoy the being that he was. 


"Want that cheeseburger that you've always dreamed of?" 


Dave may have been dozing but a little smile twitched his lips. Kirk grinned and leaned against James. He may 
have questioned himself in the weeks since meeting Dave but it was obvious from the hybrid's sleeping state 


that they'd made the right decision 


